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FOREWORD. 


These  verses  were  made  on  a  side 
seat  in  the  ferry  steamer  that  takes 
the  writer  every  night  from  work-a-day 
Wellington  to  Muritai — that  seaside 
fairy  land  whose  fortunate  people 
must  inevitably  become  poets  in  one 
way  or  another. 

This  circumstance  explains  the  title 
of  this  Booklet,  and  also  furnishes 
the  excuse  for  printing  it. 


CJ  Most  of  the  following  verses  have 
appeared  in  the  Sydney  Bulletin,  to 
whose  kindly  generosity  the  writer  is 
indebted  for  the  right  of  republication. 
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SIX-THIRTY. 


THE  hilltop  street  lamp,  suddenly  in  jest 
Flicks  out  the  pale  flame  of  the  climbing  moon, 
And  twilight,  dropping  from  a  cloud  balloon, 
Sets  off  as  postman  with  a  bag  of  rest. 

And  I'm  on  the  ferry  Nvhere  neighbourly  fun, 
Is  sign  that  the  day's  drab  flurry  is  done.. 

The  hill-dames  round  the  harbour  sit  and  smile, 
Green  grannyhoods  with  earth-glee  quivering; 
They  gossip  slyly  on  the  one  droll  thing — 

That  men  must  leave  their  ledgers  for  a  while. 

And  both  ferry  funnels  wave  fat  plumes  of  smoke, 
To  show  they  have  fathomed  the  hills'  fine  joke. 

The  fond  Bay  stretches  out  his  warm  brown  arms, 
And  from  them  slips  that  ready  flirt,  the  pier. 
Coquettishly,  as  we  draw  slowly  near, 

She  stirs  to  make  parade  of  all  her  charms. 

And  home  thoughts  like  stars  dance  in  everyone's  face, 
As  steamer  and  pier  hug  in  shameless  embrace. 

Soon  all  the  hills  awink  with  window  eyes, 

Warm  eyes  that  watch  beside  the  waiting  doors, 
That  hide  joy-brimmed,  ecstatic  pinafores. 

And  so  I'm  singing,  swinging  up  the  rise  ! 

I'll  soon  have  one  knuckle  delightfully  in 
The  tiny  cleft  curve  of  my  baby's  chin. 


THE  REFORMER. 

THE  harbour  was  a  dreaming  lake 
Of  quiet  water  brimming, 
Where,  all   alone,   a  kittiwake 

Was  delicately  swimming. 
Her  quick  feet  made  a  double  fret, 
Dark  threads  upon  a  coverlet, 
Whose  level  blue  was  overset 
With  points  of  silver  trimming. 

The  blue  eyes  of  the  sleepy  sea 
Smiled  lazily. 

The  kittiwake  swam  here  and  there 

With  purposeful  endeavour; 
Her  dainty  consequential  air 

Showed  pride  in  being  clever; 
Her  breast,  she  knew  without  a  doubt 
Had  rubbed  the  ocean  wrinkles  out, 
And  all  the  waters  round  about 
Would  now  be  smooth  for  ever. 

The  grey  eyes  of  the  watching  sea 
Smiled  thoughtfully. 

The  hurrying  dawn  was  pale  with  pain. 

Wind-furies,  harshly  crying, 
Tossed  on  the  pier  a  draggled  skein 

Of  feathers,  slackly  lying. 
Like  a  street  hag  whose  hideous  sleep 
Marks  the  drear  end  that  high  days  reap, 
The  kittiwake  lay  still — a  heap 

Of  brave  dreams,  drably  dying. 

The  green  eyes  of  the  wanton  sea 
Smiled  carelessly. 
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COLOR. 


BLACK  is  the  master  of  the  crowded  hall 
Where  all  the  colors  meet ;  he  is  the  Head, 
For  mauve  is  tame,  magenta  badly  bred, 
Purple  and  brown  to  vapid  languors  fall, 
And  pink  and  meretricious  yellow  brawl ; 
Sly  blue  and  lissom  green  and  lazy  red 
Are  only  friends  in  some  chance  flower-bed; 
Grey,  but  the  toneless  echo  of  them  all. 

Black  is  the  august,  universal  friend, 

Who  softly  brings  to  humankind  his  store 

Of  quiet  amity  and  comfort  deep  ; 

Who  kisses  mother  night,  and  makes  her  lend 

The  sable  fabric  from  her  wardrobe  door 

To  veil  the  sweet  half-death  that  men  call  sleep. 
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EARTH  MUSIC. 

THE  hill  standing  tall  and  stark 
Stared  over  his  shouldei, 
And  stolidly  grinned; 
Each  wrinkle  a  furrow  mark, 
Each  wart  a  grey  boulder 
Bared  by  the  rough  wind. 

Knuckling  tight,  the  fierce  windfists 

Beat  thin  the  last  greening; 

The  hill  felt  them  not, 

But  watched  through   the  swaying  mists 

With  ominous  meaning 

One  creeping  dark  spot. 

Painfully  the  man  went  past 
His  wide-spreading  acres, 
Tilled  all  the  years  long. 
The  hill  with  a  thunder  vast 
Like  harsh  winter  breakers 
Trolled  this  sounding  song  : 

/  have  taken  his  heartflamc  for  toll, 

And  the  light  of  his  eyes 

Is  a  dimness;  the  dyes 
Of  my  brewing  disfigure  his  jowl. 

I  have  twisted  his  sinews;  his  hands 
Are  but  hooks  for  my  soil; 
With  my  harrow  of  toil 

I  have  tattered  his  muscles  to  strands. 

I  have  wasted  his  woman,  and  slain 

Half  his  lubberly  brood; 

With  my  rack  I  have  screwed 
Every  newborn  in  marrow  and  vein. 
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EARTH  MUSIC— Continued. 


Lo,  he  Wio  once  walked  as  a  god 

Is  my  chattel — a  prone 

Soulless  mannikin,  stone 
Of  my  outcrop  and  clod  of  my  clod! 


But  in  a  far  booklined  room 

Lay,  pliantly  hellish, 

A  smooth  mortgage  draft. 

Rustling  its  parchment  womb 

It  captured  with  relish 

The  hill's  boast — and  laughed  : 

The  hill  is  a  braggart!    My  fine 
Black  hieroglyphs  lurk 
Where  this  man-wrecking  work 
Is  encompassed.     The  Glory  is  Mine! 
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EVENSONG. 

ING  a  song  of  washing-up — shining  clean  plates 
Chattering  together  like  a  crowd  of  old  mates  : 
Buxom  cups  and  saucers,  and  little  white  bowls 
Purely  and  demurely  bright  like  little  girl-souls. 

Hear  the  hymn  to  cosiness 
The  tinkling  dishes  chime, 

Ringing  in  the  doziness 
Of  evening  time. 

Mollie-of-the-wise-eyes  leaves  her  hard  sum, 
In  important  apron  she  is  helping  mum. 
All  of  us  are  washing  up  :  big  and  small  folks 
Sharing  and  comparing  all  the  home-sweet  jokes. 

Hear  the  speech  to  cosiness 
The  doting  kettle  speaks, 

Babbling  of  the  rosiness 
Of  maiden  cheeks. 

Lamplight  on  the  busy  hands  that  fold  the  teacloths 
Magically  turns  them  into  flitting  gold  moths. 
Round  me  all  the  comfortable  gods  of  home  things 
Flick  away  the  fusses  of  the  day  with  blithe  wings. 

Ring  the  chimes  for  cosiness 
And    sweetly    humdrum    times, 

Passing-bells  for  prosiness 
And  high-flown  rhymes. 


MBY    WORSHIP. 


TOSS,— little  feet, 
In  twinkling  mockery  of  eld's  grimace 
Till,  sorely  plagued,  he  veils  with  clumsy 

grace 

From  you,  my  sweet, 
The  grasping  hunger  of  his  careworn  face. 

Spin, — little  hands 

Your  careless  net  of  fairy  threads  that  float 

Enlacing  grim  old  trouble's  scraggy  throat  : 

Those  joyous  strands 

Turn  into  music  each  discordant  note. 


Smile, — merry  eyes 

And  send  Death  packing  :  for  your  busy  glee 

But  fashions  you  to  miniature  of  me; 

That  I  may  prize 

A  dimpled  pledge  of  immortality. 

O, — babe  of  mine 

I  know  not  templed  priest  nor  sacrament, 

But  in  your  eyebrow's  tiny  trembling  tent 

I  build  my  shrine, 

And  kneeling,  hear  God  laugh  in  glad  assent. 
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SMOKE. 

1. 

HP"  pipe  for  quiet  comfort  of  the  home, 

The  cigarette  for  riot  of  hot  youth, 
The  brown  cigar's  a  many  leafed  tome 
Of  sad  and  laughing  weary-wise  old  Truth. 


2. 

Life's  a  cigar 
Love  is  the  taper. 
Life's  a  cigar. 

Life's  a  cigar 
Lit  at  Love's  star. 
Life's  a  cigar. 

Life's  a  cigar 
Love  is  the  taper 
Puff  !  And  we  are 
Ashes  and  vapour. 
Life's  a  cigar. 


3. 

The  dark  draws  to  the  cool  recess, 

My  briar  pipe  smokes  low, 
As  with  a  softly  fierce  caress 

Its  last  rich  embers  glow. 

Against  the  white  porch  rail  my  wife 

Leans  idly,  eyes  adream  ; 
Through  screen  of  smoke  the  thorns  of  life 

But  pointed  petals  seem. 
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SMOKE— Continued. 

We  age — we  two;  hut  in  the  bowl 
I  see  the  fire  deep  lying, 

And  ardours  of  the  fading  coal 
Grow  stronger  still  in  dying. 


4. 

My  burning  love  for  gay  Lizette 
Is  lightly  lit  and  lightly  set, 
As  on  her  lips  her  cigarette 

Tilts  in  a  fashion  airy  : 
And  so  it  burns  a  little  space, 
Weaving  about  the  dainty  face 
A  cloud  of  ghostly  light  blue  lace, 

Kphemeral  and  fairy. 

And  as  it  slowly  smoulders,  I 

Its  progress  watch  and  anguished  sigh, 

"  Lizette,  stay  with  me  till  I  die, 

"  Be  fortune  fine  or  fleeting." 
But  she  will  say,  "  Ow  zat  is  triste, 
"  Le  marriage  it  spoil  ze  feast 
"  Of  all  zings  gai"  ; — I  see  the  least 

Cold  fretful  frown  completing. 


SMOKE— Continued. 


And  now  the  drifting  vapour  blue 
Fades  fast,  and  so  my  hopes  fade  too. 
There  scarce  remains  to  me  a  sou 

On  dear  Lizette  to  spend— 
"  L'amour  ees  bete  wizout  ze  'oof  " 
"  C'est  tout  fini  as  zis  is"-    "  Pouf," 
And  from  her  lips  for  final  proof 


There 


Falls 


The  Bitter 


End. 
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BLUE    BALLAD. 


HE  black  night-brats  that  whine  about  my  pillow 

Are  weary  company; 

Bobbing  with  glee  each  swaying  dream-negrillo 
Grins  wide  at  me. 


But  when  the  dawn,  with  pale  lax  fingers  groping, 

Limps  through  my  window-pane, 
I  find  myself  incontinently  hoping 

For  night  again. 


Dawn,  bent  to  pull  the  plug  with  sloven  slackness, 

Lets  out  the  tide  of  dark, 
And,  faint  at  first,  from  out  the  sinking  blackness 

Stand  objects  stark. 


That  square-edged  isle  that  holds  the  shape  of  sable, 

Deep-curved  and  rising  sheer, 
Is  only  proof  that  on  the  dressing-table 

Is  last  night's  beer. 

The  dark  grey  ghost,  in  helpless  posture  sprawling, 

As  though  in  death  grotesque, 
Is  but  the  coat  in  which  I'm  daily  crawling 

From  stool  to  desk. 


The  brownish  bluff  that,  growing  clear,  is  knotted 

With  strange  white-twisted  hills, 
Resolves  itself  into  my  washstand,  dotted 

With  unpaid  bills. 


BLUE  BALLAD  -Continued. 

So,  one  by  one  as  on  a  bigot  mission, 

The  dawn  drags  in  his  gifts, 
Each  one  a  mark  of  workaday  attrition 

And  mean  drab  shifts. 


The  black  night-brats  have  flown,  but  in  their  places 

I  rise  for  work  to  glimpse 
The  sharp  teeth,  lancet  claws  and  hatchet  faces 

Of  Day's  damned  imps. 
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THREE    CINQUAINS. 


MORNING  DISILLUSION. 

The  sun 

Rose-tints  the  murk 

And  moving  heiroglyphs 

Break  through  in  flame — then  pale  to  skiffs 

At  work. 


THE  ALCHEMIST. 

Blossom  ! 

Your  rich  tints  hold 

My  passion  colour  now, 

Your  subtle  hues  for  me  spin  Gold  ! 

Prize  cow. 


PHASES  OF  THE  MOON. 

Her  eyes 

In  moonwine  steeped 

Bred  Faith,  but  in  my  room 

The  lamp  stared  hardily  :   Outpeeped 

Two  lies. 
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TRANSMUTATION. 


HE  gleaming  shuttle  of  the  white  moon  flies 
With  cord  aglow  to  slyly  sew 
About  the  world  a  silver  net  of  lies. 


The  moonthreads  through  the  night  air  spill 
And  magically  float  and  spin, 
They  change  the  bulging  massy  hill 
To  one  black  sheet  upright  and  thin, 
Of  painted  tin. 


A  ribbon  of  the  moonstuff  lies 
Against  the  rata's  shadowed  feet, 
And  black  its  scarlet  flowers  rise, 
While  on  the  hill  the  yellow  wheat 
Sways,  white  as  sleet. 


And  there  is  knit  a  sorcery 
On  relics  in  the  picnic  place, 
A  gleaming  jam  jar  dons  in  glee 
A  cozen-gown  of  jewelled  lace, 
With  tricksy  grace. 


I  walk  with  Maud  in  ecstacy. 

Her  love-drenched  eyes  are  lustral  wells 

That  purely  shine  with  modesty, 

I  seem  to  hear  the  tinkling  swells 

Of  sanctus  bells. 
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TRANSMUTATION— Continued. 


The  creekstones  ring  like  little  gongs 
Tapped  softly  by  the  fishes'  fins, 
And  trees  lilt  airs  of  greenwood  songs ;- 
The  purl  of  pixy  mandolins 
Far-off  begins. 


And  then  I  light  a  cigarette  !  — 
The  matchflame  is  a  searing  spark. 
It  burns  away  the  moonlight  net 
And  Maud's  a  drab — the  park's  a  park  ! 
LORD— where's  the  dark? 
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FLOWER  OF  WAR. 


HE  soundless  planes  of  trance 
Had  whirled  me  past  a  hundred  sleeping  years, 
And  dirnly,  far  below,  through  haze  of  tears, 
I  saw  the  wound  of  France. 


From  little  hill  to  town, 
From  road  to  river  silver-string  it  ran — 
An  endless  hurt  :    and,  like  a  swooning  man, 

I  drifted  slowly  down. 

Lo,  all  the  growings  things 
Were  steeped  in  red,  and  red,  and  red  again, 
As  though  dead  years  still  fanned  their  L  looms  of  pain 

With  unforgetting  wings. 

Here  swayed  red  violets ; 

There  grass  was  red,  and  marched  with  crimson  plumes, 
To  where  tall  scarlet  lilies  spilt  perfumes 

Above  red  mignonettes. 

A  daisy  bowed  its  head 
Vainly  to  hide  its  shapeless,  bloodied-spots 
From  eyes  of  jubilant  forget-me-nots — 

Forget-me-nots  of  red. 

But,  checkered  on  the  sod 

Among  the  flowers,  stood  rows  of  crosses  white. 
They  wore  no  red  :   they  flamed  with  living  light — 

The  glory-gold  of  God. 
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